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Greater is He that isinug 
than he that isin the 
World” 
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Said Smile-Ups, “‘It is raining, but I'm going just the same, 
I suppose you're well aware that Smile-Ups is my name; 
I’m busy in the morning till very late at night, 

I’m making smiles for everyone till smiles are all in sight. 


“There's a smile for Peter Poorhouse, who looks so very 
grim; 

There’s a smile for Sally Wilson, who thinks smiling is a sin; 
And there’s a smile for Johnnie, whom they often call a fool, 
Till poor Johnnie’s in a turmoil when they say ‘tis time for 
school. 


“‘And there’s a smile for Neddie, who’s lame as he can be, 
But if Neddie keeps on smiling, he’ll soon be well, you see; 
*Tis the Grouches who have pains and aches, and never 
smile at all, 
I’m sure they broke their puckering string and gave’ their 
~ smiles a fall. 


“‘And here’s a smile for Grandma, whose eyes are twinkling 


so, 
That every babe she comes across begins to laugh and crow; 
And here’s a smile for Grandpa, who likes a little fun; 
The children say he is a ‘sport,’ and love him, every one. 


“And _— a smile for Nancy, the children’s maid, you 
now, 

And here’s a smile for Jackson, for he is Nancy’s beau. 
And here’s a smile for Growlers, to make them growl less, 
And here’s a‘smile for Sweethearts, like gentle little Bess. 


“‘And here’s a smile for Grouches, and elves and gnomes 
and fays, 

And here’s a smile for Writers, to cheer them all their days. 
And here’s a smile for friends and foes, and all that need 
to sing, 
And may that smile remain to cheer and many blessings 
bring.” 
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DELIA’S CLUB 


E. Pettincer 
Part 
'T MUST be confessed the would-be club mem- 


bers went to their several homes somewhat dis- 
gusted with themselves and ashamed of their 
part in the quarrelsome afternoon, but just how 
it had been her fault none of them could see. 
And indeed it was no one’s fault, only a nat- 
ural result of ignorance on their part and the 
general trend of human nature. The mothers 
heard as many different versions of the affair as there were 
girls present, and each mother understood from personal 
experience of a like sort just how it had happened and what 
it was like. Some shook their heads and advised not having 
a club, but the wiser ones could not refuse so sincere and 
earnest an appeal for help. 

“Indeed, I’m very soorry Delia has taken this club idea 
into her head,” said Delia’s mother to Beth’s mother over 
the "phone later when the girls were in school, “for they 
won't be able to do it themselves and I’m that busy I just 
can’t spare time to help them much. Still, when Delia 
asked me to help, what could I say? Dear me! I thought 
my troubles were nearly over in this child training, but I’ve 
come to the conclusion I’ve just begun!” 

“‘Babyhood was easy,”’ laughed Beth’s mother, “‘com- 
pared to school days! And yet, Mrs. Damon, I do think 


we had better help them with some sort of entertainment for . 


out of school hours; for if we don’t find the right sort of 
pleasures for them they may find the wrong. I never feel I 
dare neglect an opportunity to help Beth out in some scheme, 
no matter how many other things I neglect in doing it, for 
to fail or succeed in any childish undertaking means so much 


- 


‘ 
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in the development and character-building of any child; a 
failure of this sort or a success changes its attitude of mind 
toward accomplishment. Well, I'll come over this after- 
noon and we'll talk it over. Yes, Mrs. Miller and Mrs. 
Stewart will be there, too, although Mrs. Miller thinks it’s 
a very foolish idea.” 

And so it was, the mothers came to the rescue, as the 
right sort of mother will always do, no matter what the cost 
of time and patience may be. They were all busy women; 
none of them could spare the time, and they did not know just 
what was needed and just how to go about finding out. 
They were willing to entertain and serve refreshments when 
occasion demanded, but the programs, the teaching of simple 
parliamentary rules, the “binding quality’’ was a perplexing 
problem. Just at that moment the little coo-coo came out 
of his door and nodding toward the window, said in the 
softest, most suggestive tones, ““Look who! look who!” and 
when the women looked out the window, lo! there was Ger- 
trude Marshall, the very person who came to their rescue! 

Gertrude was sixteen, only a child herself, but still 
with a wider experience, a more mature mind than the small 
would-be club women. . Not so old as not to understand 
the thrills of delight over the children’s club idea and yet 
not so young as to be misled by its glamor. Gertrude was 
in high school, full of fun and yet serious when serious things 
were to be considered; she liked children and liked to work 
with them—she meant to have a whole family of them some 
day, a whole lot of children all her own, and she was going 
to devote every minute of her time to making them happy; 
at least so she told herself. Gertrude was on her way home 
from school that afternoon as she passed the Damon home, 
and she was thinking as she walked slowly down the street: 
“I wish I had something to do beside the regular old grind. 
Of course I’m busy with my school and home work, but I 
want a little something outside of those two things. My 
entire life seems to be school and home, home and school,” 
and just then Mrs. Damon called to her. 

The young girl was much delighted with the idea of 
helping the little girls with their club as they were to have 
her. Of course in her school societies she had learned the 
simple rules that should govern meetings; she knew about 
minutes and voting and committees and what duties these 
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things involved. She knew the things that children enjoy, 
for she enjoyed them herself, and as for parties, she “loved 
them’’ quite as much as May Stewart, for she was a child 
who delighted in all jolly, happy things in an innocent, fun- 
loving way. She saw visions of taffy-pulling, valentine par- 
ties and Fourth-of-July celebrations and was eager as the 
children to begin. 

The mothers heaved a sigh of relief as they shifted 
their burden to Gertrude’s shoulders and returned home to 
tell the happy news to the little girls, who were surprised and 
delighted that their elders should take so much interest in 
their small affairs. 

A week from that first quarrelsome Saturday-all aspir- 
ing members assembled in the Damon home for a “real 
club meeting.” 

(To be continued.) 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 


MORNING 


Some pure, true thoughts I’m going to sow. 


I’m glad today because I know. 


NOON 


And as I sow, I'll reap, you see, 
And health and strength my crop shall be. 


NIGHT 


I'll garner love within my breast, 
And find in sleep sweet peace and rest. 
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BODSTER CLUB 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of ee month 
before the date of issue. 


UNT MYRTLE” just came in and told me 
that this month the Boosters are to have a num- 
ber of WEE WIsDoM all their own. I was so 
} pleased that I am just sitting right down to tell 
you all about it. There are just dozens and 
} dozens of Booster Clubs springing up all over 
m Wi the world. Their secretaries write the nicest 
reports, but sometimes they get left out because 
we are crowded for room. This month, however we shall 
hear every report. Avren’t they interesting? 

I suppose that you have all heard of the “Good Words 
Club.” It is much like the Booster Club, excepting that its 

members are grownups. The Good Words Club uses the 
_ symbol of the three wise monkeys just like we do, and they 
try never to say anything unkind or hurtful, either to anyone 
or about anyone. Just thousands of people have joined 
the Good Words Club and every one of them speaks only 
the good and true. 

Whenever you are tempted to say something just a 
little unkind to anyone, stop and think a moment. Would 
you like to have it said to you? Will it help to make a 
kindly feeling between you and the one to whom you say it? 
Will it really help or will it merely call forth unkind feelings 
in return? People show us the side of their natures that we 
choose to see. If I wish to see the dark side of some one, I 
will usually see it. 


Love is the only remedy. If I shall say that Love has 
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dissolved all unkindness and that I see with the eyes of Love, 


I shall see only the true and real. 


And here’s a letter from Ernest. Doesn’t he make the 
best reports! They just make our mouths water, wishing 
we could all attend the meetings of his club. 

West Branch, Mich. 
Dear Mr. Royal—We had a review on earthworms last club 
meeting, and Virginia and I had a pan of them at the meeting to show 
the worm casts they had made. Mother rapped on the dish and two 
of them stuck their heads up out of the dirt and twisted around just as 
though they were looking at the children, and they made us al! laugh. 
The children thought it strange that common things like earthworms 
could be such a great help to man, and work the underground just as 
man was plowing and working it on top. Mother says Mrs. Hardy 
seems to get right at the heart of things in her lessons, and makes 
children realize that all such things are working for them with God. 
We had a new club visitor last time; Laura Turner, and we hope she 
will come right along now. Glen Towner, had to go after his cows 
and couldn't come last time and we missed him. Mamie Towner 
brought some “sunshine” wafers for the club, and just for fun, mother 
had the children try to say, “Some shun sunshine, do you shun sun- 
shine?” It was lots of fun to hear the children get tangled up with 
the words when they tried to say them fast. Try it, Boosters, do. 
Louise Turner brought some nice chocolate cookies for the lunch too. 
Goodbye. I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 
Bridgeport, Conn. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I like Wee Wispom and I read the letters 
the members of the Booster Club write. I would like to join the 
Booster Club, so please tell me what to do. I am six years old. Yours 
truly, Grace Kinder. 


What a perfectly splendid name! We are kind, but 
Grace is “Kinder.”” We welcome her to our June meet- 
ing, and to our club. All the requirements for membership 
in the Booster Club are given on the last page of this num- 


ber of WEE Wispom. 


Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am writing to let you know how I've 
been helped, and I know “God is my help in every need.” My little 
brother and I helped the little girl downstairs who scalded her hand. 
I scalded my finger last week when I tried to cool a hot iron. My 
grandma and grandpa came over Easter Sunday and | went home 
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with them. I had such a nice time. I am sending a love-offering. 
With love, Irene Parker. 


We are glad Irene knows God as her help in every 
need, and is passing her help on to the little girl downstairs. 
That’s being a true Booster. We thank you for the love- 
offering, which will help pay WEE Wispom’s traveling 
expenses to some other little boy or girl. 

Yonkers, N. Y. 
Dear Wet Wispom—lI would like very much to start a Booster 
Club, but there are only two of us. If you would please tell us how to 
start one I would be delighted. We would like to know how we can 
get pins, too. I think your motto is lovely. I wonder if WEE Wispom 
is too young for girls fourteen years old? I am going to try and get 
as many Boosters as I can before next month. With best wishes, 
Elsie Limmerz. 


We think two could start a Booster Club very nicely. 

On another page you will find instructions how to start a 

club. WEE WIsDoM is not too young for girls of four- 

teen; in fact, there are lots of grownups among our Wisdoms. 
: Winton, Wash. 

Dear Mr. Royal—I like the little book with the stories, and like 

Wee WispoM very much too. I would like to know if I could get a 

little pin of the three wise monkeys. Do they cost anything? I am 

improving very much since | joined the Boosters. I passed into the 

fifth grade three days ago. I will try and write more next time. Your 
friend, Svea Frederickson. 


We are glad Svea finds it helpful to belong to the 
Boosters; that’s what we all want to do—help one another. 
The Booster pins are fifteen cents each, in the United 
States, and they are splendid reminders of our duties as 
Boosters, to “‘see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil.” 

Tonica, Ill. 
Dear Boosters—I am eleven years old and wish to join the Booster 
Club. If it is necessary to have a home club, write and let me know. 
Also give me information on forming a club. I read WeE Wispom 
myself and to my brother, too. We both enjoy it. I go to school 
every day and enjoy working arithmetic problems. I will send for 
Booster pins later. Sincerely yours, Kathryn Hasselman. 


Welcome to our happy family, Kathryn. It is not 


necessary to have a club of your own unless you wish, for 
you can belong to the Central Club, and make your report 
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to us each month, but if you want to start your own club, 
you will find suggestions on another page. 
Volcano, Cal. 
Dear Royal—We celebrated the Easter spirit by organizing the 
Franklin Booster Club. We hope to have a dozen members, but we 
are in the mountains, sparsely settled. Esther Goodman is the presi- 
dent, and Almina Denend the secretary and treasurer. We are 
wondering if the monkey pins for the Good Words Club at 40 cents 
are the same as the Booster Club pins. Am sending 40 cents for a 
Good Words pin for myself, and 10 cents besides, hoping the 
Booster pins are cheaper and that I may get one to show to the club. 
Please send twelve enrollment blanks for Good Words Club. I hope 
each of the Boosters may sign one. Our secretary will write a report 
soon. Believing much good will be boosted by the new members of 
your already large family, I am lovingly, Inez T. Sheldon. 


Now, isn’t that a good letter! The Franklin Club 
will be surprised at how much sunshine they can radiate 
when they begin to watch their words, and speak only the 
right kind. We hope they will all join the Good Words 
Club; we make them welcome. 

We can tell by one look into Ted’s kind little face that 
he wouldn’t hurt anything, and here’s what his mother has 
to say about him: 

Seattle, Wash. 
Dear WEE Wispom—Inclosed 
please find a picture of our Ted. 
Ri He is a noble character. Yester- 
*| day his playmates had intended to 
| go fishing, and Ted remembered a 
story he read of the boy dreaming 
he was a fish, and of the pain he 
suffered, and decided to feed the 
fish and not hurt any living thing. 
His playmates are joining him in 
this loving thought. If there is any 
Our Ted (age 9) expense for becoming a member, 
please let me know. Inclosed find 15 cents for a pin. Sincerely yours, 
Mrs. G. Weidhaas. 
Seattle, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am thinking of starting a Booster Club 
out here in Seattle, Washington. W:i you help me? Your dear 
friend, Bell McKenzie. 
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If there are any boys or girls in Seattle who would like 
to join Bell’s club, get busy. 
Here’s an interesting letter from Dorothy. She is 
doing good work for the Boosters in Chicago. 
Chicago, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I like Wee Wispom very much, and wait 
for it every month. All my school friends like it, too. The story we 
liked best was the one about Ruth and Helen. I am nine years old 
and in the fourth grade. I would like very much to be a Booster 
member. I want to be one because I can learn lots of good. I wish 
all little boys and girls could be Boosters. My girl friend, Evelyn, 
will be a Booster too, I think. She will write later. My school 
teacher thinks WEE Wispom is very nice. I'll write you again. Yours 
truly, Dorothy Ehnborn. 


Scranton, Pa. 
Dear Royal—I would like to start a Booster Club. Will you 
please tell me how? There are three of us to start with. William 
Young Conner, George Wagner Conner, and myself. 
H. McKean Conner. 


Three is a good number to start with. On another 
page you will find directions for starting a Booster Club. 
Gary, Ind. 
Dear Wet Wispom—lI am ten years young and | have started 
what is called the Helping Hand. On Christmas a girl friend and | 
went to the “Neighborhood House” in Gary, where they had a 
Christmas tree for the poor people, and we brought some things that 
were needful for them. Our Helping Hand Club has badges in red 
and orange. The ribbon is red and the initials are in orange. The 
girls at our school are always asking what the initials stand for. I 
will inclose fifteen cents for a Booster pin and would like to know the 
rules of the Booster Club. Catherine Brooks. 


Catherine is starting in to be a doer of good. One of 
the things our Boosters are going to do is to fill the world so 
full of the Father‘s everywhere-abundance, that no one will 
be poor any more. 

St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Will you please let me and my twin sisters, 
Ruth and Ruby, belong to the Booster Club? Harold Tenney. 


Some of our letters were crowded out last month. 
Harold’s among them, but bless him! he and his twin sisters 
have long since received our Booster welcome. 
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Harrison, Ark. 
Dear Mr. Royal—Please send me your rules to join your Sun- 
shine Club. I am a sunshiner with thirty members in the club, and 
would like to hear from you, as our object is to “radiate sunshine, 
even to the darkest corners of the world.” Yours for sunshine, 


(Mrs) Jeanette Blasor. 


Hurrah for Jeannette’s sunshine makers! Won't they 
enjoy getting acquainted with our three wise monkeys though 
and finding out that the real sunshine comes from the right 
use of the eyes and ears and tongue? They are more than 
welcome! 

Brooksville, Ky. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I am a little boy just seven years old, and 
I am in the third reader. My mother has read letters of the Boosters 
to me, and | think I would like to be one of them, for they seem to 
be happy little folks. Of course they could not be any other way 
when they are doing good for other people. Inclosed find fifteen cents 
for a pin. Yours truly, Master George H. Keene. 


George will make a “‘keen’” Booster, and we're glad 
to have him. 
Front Creek, Utah. 
Dear Wet WispomM—Just a line to tell you that I am very much 
interested in the “Booster Club.” Will you please give me your 
advice? The place where I live isn’t a very big place, but I know 
all the children would be glad to make people happy in kind deeds. 
Your little poems and stories I love dearly, and don't intend to have 
my subscription run out. Your intended Booster, 


Ruth Shellenberger. 


Invite your little friends in and tell them about it, and 
we are sure they will all want to co-operate with you in 
radiating sunshine and boosting the good. 

Sioux City, lowa. 

Dear Wees and Boosters—I enjoy WEE Wisdom so much now. 
I thought Adda’s little story was very sweet about the apple. I have 
taken Wee Wispom for about eight years, and I am twelve now. I 
wonder if there are any more Wees in Sioux City? If there are I 
would like to know them. I saw something about a chameleon in the 
November number the other day, so I thought that I would say some- 
thing about the one we had. It was sent to us for a valentine, and 
it lived until just the other day. We have had great fun with it. It 
came from Florida. We had a great time catching it when it first 
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came, as it did not seem to want to be shut up. It was only abou. 
one and one-half inches long. It seemed an awful pity to shut him up, 
but we were afraid of stepping on him. I suppose I will write several 
letters this year, for I love to write letters. With love as a new 
member of the Booster Club, Dora Orcutt. 


With two Boosters like Dora and Adda, Sioux City 
has a good beginning for a flourishing club. 

San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI received a 
bundle of Wee Wispoms and thank 
you very much for them. I am distrib- 
uting them around to my friends who do 
not know the Truth. Inclosed you will 
find a letter which explains some more 
work I have started, which is growing 
very rapidly. I am going to ask you for 
a little space in your magazine in regard 
to this work. Three newspapers on this 
coast have given me nice notices. Yours 

in Love and Truth, Jaunita Gates. 


Here is the letter Juanita re- 
fers to: 

I have recently started a “Universal 
Peace Fund,” and I should like all the 
children and grownups who are interested 
in World Peace, to help raise a fund 
large enough to help keep Peace throughout the land. 


“Unto this small deed thou doest, 

God may give a great increase; 
Send it on, new hearts enkindling, 

Till the whole world lives in Peace!” 


Juanita Gates 


I started this fund with ten cents, through the San Francisco 
Bulletin, a large daily paper, which published notices of it, and I have 
already received many encouraging letters and contributions. The 
fund will be used for the distribution of peace literature among boys 
and girls, and any contributions will be gratefully received. They 
can be sent to me, care of the Women’s Peace Party, Room 208, 
Stewart Hotel, 353 Geary St., San Francisco, Cal. ae 

Woodstock, V ermont. 
Dear Friends—I think Wee Wisdom is a very sweet magazine. 
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I enjoy it very much. The first thing I did was to read it when it 
came, and | think the letters are very cunning. | will tell you what I 
did down at Springfield—I went to a show and a parade. The 
parade was about Washington, and the show was about Brownies. 
I went to my cousin's wedding and stayed up until 12 o'clock. | 
must close my letter now. Good-bye, Louise Brownell, (age 7). 


WEE WispoM is pleased with Louise’s approval, and 
enjoys hearing about her good times in Springfield. 
Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am always so glad when mamma or 
grandma reads WEE WispoM to me. It’s beautiful to hear of little 
Doris having someone “wif’’ her. My name is Doris, too. When I 
had persisted in running after a little girl to play with, my grandma 
tingled me with a switch. I did not care for | love my mamma and 
grandma, and know they love me. I told my grandma what little 
Doris said, “You can’t ever do nothin’ folks wants you too, less’n you 
loves ‘em. My grandma had forgotten that, but I didn’t, and with 
tears and kisses I told her. I am now going to learn to play with that 
other little girl too. 1 am four years and nine months old. I have 
been attending kindergarten. I am glad to find the Boosters. I told 
my grandma that I never would eat meat, and if I see it I close my 
eyes. I wish to become a Booster, and shall come to the Sunday 
meeting at Unity Building. Yours truly, 
Doris Evelyn, (per Grandma Shaw). 


We are wondering if little Doris was not one of Sir 

Smile-Ups’ Easter Band. She’s a good Booster, all right. 
Chicago, IIl. 

Dear Wee Wispom—I was so very pleased to receive WEE 

Wispom. I have read some stories in it. I am nine years old, and am 

writing my own letter. I am waiting for next month's magazine. 
Yours very truly, Catherine Jane Pumphrey. 


Catherine’s “hand-made” letter is well done. 
Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—lI have been reading the Booster’s letters 
and I want to be one. I am sending fifteen cents for the Booster pin. 
I am twelve years old, and am in the sixth grade at school. From a 
Booster, Dorothy Weeks. 


Hurrah! Another Booster. 


Chattanooga, Tenn. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am ten years old. My mother has been 
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reading the Booster letters to me and I have made up my mind | 
would like to be a Booster. I will inclose fifteen cents in stamps 
for a pin, for I know it will help me to keep the rules of the club. 
Yours truly, S. Erwin Weeks. 


And still another! 


Here’s a good letter from Sir Tammie II, but Flaxie 
Frizzle’s letter to Buster he refers to has to be left out, 
because there’s such a lot of Boosters to be heard from. 


The Rosemary Cattery, Glendale, California. 

Dear Friends—Buster said I might send you a copy of the letter 
Flaxie Frizzle wrote to him. You know Flaxie lives with the lady he 
calls “Dandy” in Pasadena. She knows a lot of people that Unity 
knows. Fleur de Lis has gone to live in Los Angeles with an elderly 
couple (I believe I should say young, but what's the difference when 
there is neither young nor old in the Truth?). Well, Fleur is having 
a beautiful time. She is being brought up with a couple of dogs, but 
I believe she insists upon their talking pleasantly to her. Her master 
and mistress think she is wonderful. 

We have all had visitors with us this spring. Tsi Ann from Red 
Wing Ranch is to stay with us for some time, I believe. Her own 
home is a pigeon farm, but she 
never catches any and does not want 
to. Our Tammiette came home one 
day, boasting that she was married 
to Sunset King—that fellow they 
call “Buzz” for short. Well, you 
should see Tammiette now. She 
won't let you go near her own 
private domicile. She says “St, 
pst, keep away, no admittance.” 
Then we hear Aunt Helen say, 
“Oh, the little darlings—three of 
them and solid orange, such beauties!" No wonder Tammietie is proud 
and fussy. As for Orange Betty, she is strutting about in a most un- 
bearable way, shouting that she has five kittens—the finest ever seen— 
three tortoiseshell and two orange and white. They won't let Betty 
meet Tammiette or our mother on the walk. It is strange how those 
mamma cats will quarrel over their families and forget all about being 
Boosters. Love to all. Sir Tammie II or Orance. 

(Per his Secretary, Mary B. de Witt.) 

P. S.—I inclose Creamie’s picture. He is a handsome fellow.—T. 


Creamie 


| 
| 
| 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 11, JUNE I1 
SOWING AND REAPING—Gal. 6:1-10. 


GotpEN TEext—God is not mocked; for whalsoever a man 
soweth, that shall he also reap—Gal. 6:7. 


This lesson on sowing and reaping is a most important one. If we 
understood this law and lived in harmony with it, we would have gone 
a long way toward the perfect life. The Golden Text says, “What- 
soever a man soweth, that shall he also reap.” We know that if we 
sow nasturtium seed, it is always nasturtiums which we gather. If we 
plant radish seed we know it will be radishes and not onions or beans 
which will come up. Of course we do not all plant vegetable or 
flower seed. There is something, however, which every one of us is 
sowing every day and hour. Do you know what it is? Why, 
thought-seed. We sow thoughts constantly. The Bible says we reap 
just what we sow, then it would pay us to look into our minds and 
discover what sort of seed we are planting. 

Thoughts, like seed, bring forth according to their nature. If we 
sow unloving thoughts, we cannot expect our lives to be lovely. If 
our thoughts are true and beautiful our faces will express Truth and 
Beauty. “As a man thinketh in his heart, so is he.” Do not com- 
plain if you seem to lack love or joy or health. Geet still immediately 
and discover what kind of thoughts you have been harboring. If you 
find weak, impure thoughts, weed them right out and fill their places 
with strong, pure, true, loving thoughts. You cannot fail to reap 
purity and strength and truth, for like produces like. This is an un- 
failing law. 

One of the worst sort of thoughts is condemnation of others, and 
fault-finding. When we find such thoughts in our minds, we should 
thrust them forth.. We should get still and know that the same Spirit 
is in that person which is in us, and in Truth he is perfect. It is not 
our business to judge others. We have all we can do to keep the 
weeds out of our own mind-gardens, and condemnation is a weed of 
rankest growth. Beside, what may seem a weed in your neighbor's 
garden may, upon closer inspection, prove to be a flower of wonderful 
’ fragrance. Refuse to allow weeds in the garden of your mind and you 
will not see them in the gardens of your neighbors. 


| | 
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Lesson 12, JUNE 18 
THE PHILLIPIAN JAILER—Acts 16:19-34. 


Goitpen Texi—Believe on the Lord Jesus and thou shalt be 
saved, thou and thy house—Acts 16:31. 


When Paul and Silas were thrown into prison they spent no time 
lamenting their misfortune. Instead they prayed and sang praises. 
To praise the good one has, is the quickest way to increase it. When 
we are cross and despairing, when we whine because we lack health or 
joy, we are just closing up like a flower folds its petals, until not a bit 
of good could possibly reach us. But if we praise and give thanks 
for an abundance of joy and health, we expand with warmth and light 
like a flower opening its heart to the sun. Then the good which is 
attracted to us by praise, can flow in and fill us with life and joy and 
love. 

When things seem to be going wrong, let us remember Paul and 
Silas, and sing praises, until our hearts begin to expand with love. If 
we live according to this law, our faces will shine with joy and those 
around us will want to know how to be saved from lack and gloom. 
We can tell them as Paul told the jailer, “Believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ.” We know that the Christ within is the one Presence 
and the one Power. If we believe in this Power we will be saved from 


the darkness of unreality into the light of Truth. 


Lesson 13, JUNE 25 
REVIEW 


GotpeN Text—Finally brethren, whatsoever things are honcr- 
able, whatsoever things are pure, whatsoever things are lovely, whatso- 
ever things are of good report; if there be any virtue, if there be any 
praise, think on these things—Phil. 4:8. ; 

Peter and Paul are the central figures in the lessons for this 
quarter. The lessons all deal with the works of the Risen Christ, 
through Peter and Paul. The Christ in us is just the same as was 
the Christ in them. The same power is ours through this Christ within. 
Everyone of the lessons can be applied in some way to our own lives. 
The first lesson shows how the power of the Risen Christ in him turned 
the bitterness of Saul into faith, and good works. 

Each lesson has its example of the power of the Christ Spirit. 

The Golden Text is one of the most beautiful in the Bible. We 
should learn it and abide by it. 
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Lesson 1, JuLy 2 
PAUL AT THESSALONICA AND BEREA—Acts 17:1-15. 


GotpeN Text—Him did God exalt with his right hand, to be a 
Prince and Saviour.—Acts 5:31. 


Although Paul and Silas had a dismaying time in Thessalonica, 
they had no sooner reached Berea, than they began to preach again. 
In Thessalonica it was the Jews who believed not who caused all the 
trouble. Many Greeks believed, and not a few of the chief women. 

In our own minds the Jews would represent the religious thoughts. 
The women would mean the spiritual thoughts. In both Thessalonica 
and Berea there were many women who believed. The spiritual 
thoughts would of course grasp the Truth quickly. It was the religious 
thoughts, the old ideas of God and heaven away off, which gave the 
most trouble. Even the Greeks (the material outer thoughts) were 
more easily changed. 

But we must keep right on preaching to our thoughts until they 
are all converted (changed to Truth). Like Paul, we must keep 
telling them the truth, even though they rebel. This consiant holding 
to the Truth may cause a turmoil at first because it will stir the old 
thoughts up. It may be discouraging when you have declared that 
“God is your health” to feel a decided lack of health in some part of 
your body. That is a sure sign that some old sick thought is struggling 
to hold its place in your mind. Just keep right on, knowing that you 
are whole and well, and soon you will discover that the old thought 
has completely disappeared! If we persevere, all the old unreal 
thoughts will be rooted out and true, strong thoughts will take their 
places. 


Three-year-old Priscilla had been taught “God is my 
heatlh, I can’t be sick,” when some friend added the other 
line, ““God is my strength, unfailing quick,’ Pris got it, 
“God is my strength, he sails in quick.” One day she 
nearly swallowed a marble, and it required heroic action to 
release it. Panting for breath, little Pris sang out, “God 
sailed in quick that time, didn’t he, mamma?” 


““Gee whiz! That youngster’s full of life,” 
Growled Weary Wiggins to his wife. 
Then, from the back porch rail atop— 
I your little life-buoy, pop >” 
—N. W. K. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


“Oh, it is June-time 
And it is love-time.” 

**Hones’ to goodness, it’s mine; 
I can prove it. The eager voice was 
pitched high, and the round, freckled 
face flushed with excitement. 

“Tt ain’t either your quarter, 
Eddie Robert. Your mother jes’ is 
sendin’ you to the store er somethin’, 
an’ it ain’t nice to story,” insisted the 
owner of two brown pig-tails and a pink gingham dress. 

“T tell you it is mine—every bit of it. My Uncle Bob 
what come last night, he give it to me ‘cause half of me is 
named for him. You jes’ go over to my house and ast 
him, ef you don’t believe it.” 

“Well,” with snubnose tip-tilted, “if it is your very 
own, why ain’t you down to the Smith boys, buying their 
ol’ horned toads you wanted so bad?” 

A bruised and battered big toe began industriously 
digging holes in the soft earth, while its owner answered in a 
tone meant to be casual, “I thought maybe you'd like to 
go over to Casey’s an’ get a ice cream sody—I’m sorter hot 
today.” 

The snub-nose returned to earth and the gingham dress 
seemed suddenly transformed into a pink whirlwind. ‘‘Oh, 
let’s do! Eddie Bob, you're the best friend I’ve got. I 
like you better’n—”’ 

“Aw, say, cut it out! If you’re going to act this way I 
won't buy you nothin.’ Go ast your mother, so we kin go. 
I’m gettin’ thirsty.” 


* * * 


“Mother,” said the owner of the brown pig-tails that 
evening when the pink gingham dress has given place to a 
nightie, ““don’t you jes’ love ice cream sody? And, mother, 
didn’t God give Eddie the beautifullest red hair?” 

“Mother,” came the sleepy voice of Edward Robert, 
as the light went out, “why don’t you get some pink 
dresses? It’s the prettiest color they is.” 
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LIFE’S GARDEN 
Life’s a garden that will yield us 
As the thoughts we bear in mind, 


Joy or sorrow, good or evil, 


Every seed of its own kind. 


Loving thoughts are seeds of kindness, 
In life’s garden plant them deep; 

Sun and care for them with patience, 
“*As ye sow, so shall ye reap.” 


Earnest effort brings its blessing, 
Happiness in service lies; 
Love and kindness seeds unselfish 


Make life’s garden-Paradise. 
—A. N. D. 


Dear READER: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas, City, Mo 


The Little Sleep-Lady 
Etta Gisss NIELSEN 


The little Sleep-lady came down from the skies, 
In her soft, cloud-like mantle of grey, 

And she sprinkled brown poppy seeds over my eyes, 
And took me to skyland, away. 

Soft the night winds on high played their sweet lullaby, 
Just to rest the tired people of Day. 


Oh! she showed me her castles so sleeplike and fair, 
With pictures of dreams on the wall, 

All the little night brownies and elvins were there, 
Playing hide-and-seek through the wide hall. 

And the stars blinked and smiled, at their gambols so wild. 
While the kind moon laughed down at them all! 


Soon came the gold morning on feathersome wing, 
And the Sleep-lady floated me home, 
The sun-fairies lifted their voices to sing, 


And their music filled all the sky-dome. 


What wondrous joy, for a girl or a boy, 
All through this glad skyland to roam. 
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